KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

now, in its yellow glare, I could see the poor, martyred
body.

"Then, of a sudden, the fumes were lifted from my
brain. No longer half-crazed, I forgot my anger and even
for the time forgot the evil mood that had brought us to
this pass. Once more I was the doctor, the man of skill
and knowledge, to whom there had come an urgent call
to use them for the best advantage of a suffering fellow-
mortal. I forgot my wretched self and with reawakened
intelligence I was ready to do battle with the forces of
destruction.

"I passed my hands over the nude body which so
recently I had lusted for. Now it had become the body
of my patient and was nothing more. I saw in it only the
seat of a life at grips with death, only the form of one
writhing in torment. Her blood on my hands was not
horrible to me, now that I was again the expert upon
whose coolness everything turned. I saw, as an expert,
the greatness of her danger. . . .

"I saw, indeed, that all was lost, short of a miracle.
She had been so mishandled that her life-blood was
rapidly draining away. And what was there, in this
filthy hovel, which I could make use of in the hope of
stanching the flow? Everything I looked at, everything
I touched was besoiled. Not even a clean basin and clean
water!

" 'We must have you removed to hospital instantly/
I said. Thereupon, torture of mind superadded to torture
of body, she writhed protestingly.

" 'No/ she whispered, eno, no, I would rather die.
No one must know. No one must know. Take me home,
home!3

"I understood. Her reputation was more to her than
her life. I understood and I obeyed. The boy fetched a
Utter. We lifted her on to it and then carried her, half-
dead, home through the night. Ignoring the terrified
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